JOHN  MARSTON
From Certain Satires, "1598
The Critic
For tell me, critic, is not fiction
The soul of poesy's invention ?
Is't not the form the spirit and the essence,
The life and the essential difference,
Which ornnij semper, soli^ doth agree
To heavenly descended poesy?
Thy wit God comfort, mad chirurgion.
What, make so dangerous an incision?
At first dash whip away the instrument
Of poet's procreation ?    Fie, ignorant !
When as the soul and vital blood doth rest,
And hath in fiction only interest.
What, Satire! suck the soul from poesy
And leave him spriteless !    O, impiety!
Would ever any erudite pedant
Seem in his artless lines so insolent ?
But this it is when petty Priscians
Will needs step up to be censorians.
When once they can in true scann'd verses frame
A brave encomium of good Virtue's name;
Why thus it is when mimic apes will strive
With iron wedge the trunks of oaks to rive,
But see his spirit of detraction
Must nibble at a glorious action..
Euge \  some gallant spirit, some resolved blood,
Will hazard all to work his country's goodj
And to enrich his soul and raise his name,
Will boldly sail unto the rich Guiane,
What then ?   Must straight some shameless satirist,
With odious and opprobrious terms insist
To blast so high resolv'd intention
With a malignant vile detraction?